N.E.C.C. 


03  5806 


3 0385  001 


Parnassus  1995 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2017  with  funding  from 
Boston  Public  Library 


https://archive.org/details/parnassusintera1995unse_0 


Parnassus 


Inter-Arts  Magazine 
of 

Northern  Essex  Community  College 
Haverhill,  Massachusetts  01830 


Fall 

1995 


Parnassus  is  the  name  of  the  mythological  mountain  home 
of  the  nine  muses  who  inspired  humankind  in  the  arts. 


The  policy  of  the  editorial  staff  has  been  to  select  material  for  the  magazine 
democratically.  We  have  read  each  work  submitted  and  viewed  all  artwork.  We  voted  to 
determine  eligibility:  a majority  vote  for  a piece  meant  publication.  Parnassus  provides  an 
opportunity  for  new  artists  and  writers  to  reach  others;  it’s  a showcase  of 
Northern  Essex  Community  College  student  creativity. 


Susan  Litchfield 


Parnassus 


Fall  1995 


cover  (pencil  drawing) 

Thomas  Quimby 

ink  drawing 

Susan  Litchfield 

Ode  to  a Teacher 

Janet  Clark 

computer  graphic 

Grace  Meyer 

Deathwatch 

Charlie  Finochiaro 

pencil  drawing 

James  Kenney 

cut  paper 

Delimar  Garcia 

graphic 

Cathy  Viera 

Looking  for  the  Gray 

Raquel  Burnham 

Accept  Me 

Cindy  Clouse 

Teenage  City 

Cindy  Clouse 

cut  paper 

Amy  Comellier 

The  Guest 

Linda  Hopkins 

ink  drawing 

Kevin  Reid 

ink  drawing 

Marcia  Ward 

byez  morya 

Marilyn  Wagner 

Sky-Blue  Eyes 

Sierra  Frank 

painting 

Merry  Beninato 

print 

Todd  Lamond 

graphic 

Jean  Osborn 

Soul  Hunters 

Pamela  A.  Cox 

poem 

Pamela  A.  Cox 

Nigger  Child 

Lyn  Thomas 

On  A One  Way  Journey 

Lyn  Thomas 

graphic 

Marsha  Carroll 

The  Old  Magic  Woman 

Linda  Herrera 

graphic 

Kristine  Picard 

ink  drawing 

Mui  Van 

Depression 

Linda  Herrera 

poem 

Joe  Montibello 

one  small  candle 

Frank  Famham 

a not  so  clean  sweep 

Frank  Famham 

cut  paper 

Sharon  Billings 

Poem  for  the  Dancer 

Angelique  Pinet 

ink  drawing 

Susan  Kneeland 

2 

4 

5 

6 

7 

8 

10 

11 

12 

12 

13 

14 

15 

16 

17 

18 

19 

20 

22 

23 

23 

24 

24 

25 

26 

27 

28 

29 

29 

30 

30 

31 

32 

32 


Ode  to  a Teacher 


For  all  your  wisdom, 

I wonder  if  you  know: 

That  you  awakened  a part  of  my  soul 
Long  silent  and  dormant 
And  brought  it  to  the  light; 

That  the  mist  is  cleared. 

My  life  is  changed 
My  course  diverted; 

That  on  July  4th, 

While  others  watch  fireworks, 

I celebrate  the  birth  of  Hawthorne, 

And  say  a prayer  for  him  and  Sophia; 

That  when  the  body  is  weary 
And  the  soul  is  scorched 
I retreat  with  Thoreau 
To  the  woods  at  Walden 
And  am  renewed; 

That  when  the  music  of  life  is  strained, 
And  the  notes  chime  out  of  tune, 

I take  comfort  in  Shakespeare 
And  the  rhythm  of  life  is  restored; 

That  through  a summer  of  despair, 

I clung  to  great  books  as  a life-line, 
And  by  their  light  and  aid, 

Navigated  the  storm; 

That  when  I touch  the  delicate  spine 
Of  a rare,  old  volume, 

I turn  the  pages  softly, 

And  think  of  you; 

That  I long  to  read,  to  study, 
to  teach,  to  know, 

Because  the  beacon  of  your  mind 
Shone  briefly  upon  me. 

Janet  Clark 
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Deathwatch 


weat  stung  his  eyes  as  he  worked.  Ner- 
vous though  he  was,  he  completed  the  task 
as  he  had  done  numerous  times  before.  Lit- 
tle clippings  of  wire  littered  the  scarred  and 
faded  oak  table  before  him.  Dismembered 
carrion  of  watches  and  their  internal  work- 
ings were  strewn  among  the  electronic  car- 
nage like  a poorly  autopsied  robot.  Lifting 
his  jeweler’s  eyepiece,  he  wiped  his  face 
with  a meticulously  embroidered  hand- 
kerchief. At  a glance,  one  could  see  that 
everything  about  him  was  meticulous.  His 
clothes  were  tailor  made,  his  hair  impecca- 
bly coiffed,  his  nails  flawlessly  manicured. 
He  didn’t  wear  a watch  of  his  own  because 
he  despised  living  life  dictated  by  time.  He 
owned  only  one  clock,  in  a radio  by  the  bed. 
He  even  had  the  digital  clock  removed  from 
his  car,  which  was  why  he  thought  it  amus- 
ing to  use  watches  in  his  new  hobby.  He 
gritted  his  spotless,  snow-white  and  per- 
fectly aligned  teeth  as  he  worked  his  tiny 
tools  on  the  disemboweled  Casio  he  had  re- 
wired and  fitted  to  a half-pound  block  on 
steel-gray.  C-4  plastic  explosive. 

It  was  a warm  Saturday  due  to  Indian 
summer,  and  the  air  conditioner,  still  in  the 
window,  was  running  noisily.  It  was  only 
7:22  p.m.,  but  the  daylight  assisting  the 
desk  lamp  in  illuminating  the  room  waned, 
and  he  was  finding  it  more  difficult  to  see. 
Now  in  late  October,  the  days  were  getting 
noticeably  shorter.  In  a week  it  would  be 
Halloween,  and  the  man  marveled  at  how 
fast  the  months  had  flown  by. 

As  he  reached  up  and  adjusted  the  light, 
it  splashed  briefly  across  newspaper  arti- 
cles tacked  to  the  walls  surrounding  him. 
Some  read: 

30  DIE  IN  MBTA  BUS  EXPLOSION 
LIBRARIAN,  JANITOR  KILLED 
IN  LIBRARY  BOMBING 
“DEATHWATCH”  BOMBER  KILLS  43  AT 
LOCAL  BARBER  SCHOOL 
1 1 KILLED  IN  18-CAR  PARKING  LOT 
EXPLOSION 

“DEATHWATCH”  MADMAN  EXPECTED 
TO  STRIKE  AGAIN 
He  wired  the  detonator  to  the  Casio’s 
alarm  and  set  it  for  7:00  p.m.  Finishing  the 
job,  he  sealed  the  bomb  in  an  innocent 


looking  outdoor  electrical  outlet  box,  and 
put  it  aside  for  tomorrow’s  Big  Event.  The 
one  that  really  mattered.  The  one  all  prior 
events  were  covering  for. 

He  cleaned  his  work  area  and  stripped  for 
a shower.  Walking  naked  past  the  full- 
length  mirror  attached  to  his  bedroom  door, 
he  paused  to  admire  his  toned  physique.  He 
was  70  pounds  overweight  1 1 months  ago, 
tipping  the  Toledo  at  a whopping  250  bills. 
Now,  with  the  help  of  Jenny  Craig  and  a 
Nordic  Track  Pro,  he  was  nearly  under- 
weight, weighing  in  at  a well-proportioned 
165.  He  also  managed  to  cut  up  his  mus- 
culature nicely  using  a set  of  free  weights 
and  a mini-trampoline.  He  admired  his 
newly-acquired  washboard  abs  and  smiled 
at  the  way  his  buttocks  indented  before 
reaching  his  muscular  thighs.  Where's  the 
fat  slob  you  left  for  the  rich  prick,  you  bitch? 
he  thought  to  himself,  recalling  the  reasons 
his  ex-fiancee  had  for  leaving  him  nearly 
two  years  ago.  He  still  carried  the  emotional 
scar  from  that  episode  in  his  life  like  an 
American  Express  card.  Don’t  leave  home 
without  it,  he  thought,  giggling  with  boyish 
charm.  Soon  his  revenge  would  be  realized 
in  a final  conflagration — the  last  of  many. 
The  ruse  of  all  the  innocent  deaths  in  the 
act  of  misdirection  (an  old  magician’s  trick 
he  admired)  was  a necessary  venture  to 
complete  his  plan  without  fear  of  discovery. 

He  knew  he  would  someday  kill  her.  To  let 
her  live  would  be  cowardice,  in  his  twisted 
mind.  He  didn’t  care  if  he  went  to  jail — at 
least  she’d  be  dead.  He  could  live  with  that, 
even  if  imprisoned  for  life.  But  then  he 
thought  about  it.  Hey,  I gave  her  everything. 
I did  everything  she  asked,  bought  her  all 
she  wanted,  loved  her  as  much  as  I could. 

So  I ate  too  much,  so  what.  What  did  that 
have  to  do  with  love?  She  left  me  for  some- 
one with  money.  Why  should  I suffer?  Why 
should  I go  to  jail?  Fuck  that!  He  decided  he 
needed  an  alibi.  Or  better  yet,  a red  herring. 
Something  to  throw  the  police  off  track.  Kil- 
ling her  outright  would  lead  directly  to  him, 
but  a series  of  murders  would  simply  ap- 
pear to  be  just  another  maniac  killing  indis- 
criminately. She  would  be  the  last  of  many. 

He  smiled  at  himself  in  the  mirror. 
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James  Kenney 


7 


Delimar  Garcia 
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Tomorrow  night  was  the  night. 

After  his  shower,  he  felt  expectedly  re- 
freshed. He  towel  dried  and  combed  his 
short  hair,  got  dressed,  and  went  for  a 
drive.  He  again  checked  his  route  for  the 
following  night’s  festivities.  The  church — 
her  church — was  at  the  end  of  a long,  old, 
poorly-lit,  dirt  road.  Since  the  ‘60s  the 
street  lights  had  one  by  one  been  destroyed 
by  cars  or  the  weather  and  never  replaced. 
He  was  familiar  with  this  road  from  cate- 
chism class,  and  had  walked  it  many  times 
as  a youth — all  too  often  after  dusk — always 
wishing  it  had  been  sufficiently  illuminated. 

‘Tomorrow  night,  let  there  be  light!”  he 
said  aloud  and  laughed  merrily. 

It  was  late  Saturday  night,  so  he  went 
bar-hopping  for  a couple  of  hours.  His  usu- 
al routine  was  to  approach  the  best  looking 
girl  in  the  bar  because  they  were  usually 
the  loneliest.  Most  guys  were  cowards,  as 
far  as  he  was  concerned,  and  never  really 
had  the  balls  to  talk  to  the  prettiest  girls. 
Therefore,  they  were  fair  game — and  he  was 
usually  right.  This  night  was  no  different.  A 
pin-up  quality,  leggy,  blue-eyed  blond  ac- 
companied him  home  happily.  They  drank 
too  much  and  laughed  too  much.  He  put  on 
the  radio  while  they  kissed  on  the  bed.  He 
went  to  the  john  to  pee  as  the  DJ  reminded 
everyone  that  it  was  3 a.m.;  time  to  turn 
back  their  clocks.  The  girl  set  it  back  for 
him.  informing  him  through  the  bathroom 
door,  but  he  didn’t  respond.  She  shrugged 
and  began  to  disrobe.  When  the  man  fin- 
ally emerged,  he  found  her  clad  in  a wide, 
toothy  smile.  They  had  sex  in  positions  to 
rival  the  Kama  Sutra  and  slept  until  noon. 
He  made  breakfast,  fed  her  in  bed,  fucked 
her  again,  showered  with  her  and  treated 
her  like  she  was  the  perfect  lady  and  he  the 
perfect  gentleman,  thereby  securing  her 
lustrous  opinion  of  him  in  the  event  of  fu- 
ture need  of  a personal  reference. 

He  drove  her  to  her  car  in  the  nightclub’s 
parking  lot,  kissed  her  good-bye  and  prom- 
ised to  call,  as  he  did  with  all  the  others, 
and  forgot  her  name  before  her  shapely  ass 
hit  the  seat.  It  was  two  in  the  afternoon. 

He  went  home  to  wait.  The  ceremony  was 
to  begin  at  6:30  p.m.,  but  he  wanted  the 
bomb  to  go  off  at  seven,  just  to  be  sure  he 
got  her  whole  family  in  the  process.  They 
hadn’t  seen  him  since  he  lost  all  the  weight, 


so  no  one  would  recognize  him  when  he 
planted  the  bomb  precisely  at  six.  He  did 
have  a disguise,  just  in  case,  but  didn’t  feel 
he’d  need  it  since  he  had  also  shaved  off  his 
beard  and  cut  his  long  hair  into  a tight 
fade.  He  thought  he  could  literally  walk  up 
to  her  and  spit  in  her  face  and  still  she 
wouldn’t  recognize  him,  but  that  was  a 
chance  he  was  unwilling  to  take.  He  simply 
wanted  to  get  a good  look  at  her  as  she 
emerged  from  the  limousine.  One  last  look 
before  he  blew  her  into  smoldering  chunks. 
That  would  be  just  jim-dandy. 

His  clock  radio  flashed  5:35  p.m.  in  elec- 
tric blue.  He  took  his  disguise,  (glasses, 
black  shirt  and  priest’s  collar)  the  bomb, 
(also  dressed  in  its  disguise)  and  a bottle  of 
Evian  water  and  placed  them  all  into  a 
Shaw’s  Supermarket  plastic  shopping  bag. 
He  went  to  his  car  feeling  very  good.  It  had 
all  come  down  to  this  last  hour  and  a half. 
Then  it  would  be  over.  The  bombings  would 
stop  and  the  police  would  be  forever  baffled. 
Too  bad,  shit  happens. 

Can  you  really  stop?  Aren’t  we  really  hav- 
ing fun  yet?  He  wondered.  He  thought  of  his 
favorite  movie,  Gone  With  The  Wind,  and  the 
last  words  of  Scarlet  O’Hara.  Tomorrow  was 
indeed  another  day.  He  got  into  his  car  and 
headed  for  the  church. 

He  amused  himself  by  playing  the  scen- 
ario in  his  mind.  The  scenario  he’d  never 
see.  Someone  by  the  front  doors  of  the 
church  would  be  standing  within  a few  feet 
of  the  innocent-looking  electrical  outlet  box. 
The  light  filtering  in  through  the  stained 
glass  windows  would,  by  seven,  be  reduced 
to  a faint  glow;  no  street  lamps  on  that  old 
dirt  road.  Then  they  would  hear  the  faint 
Casio  alarm  chirping  like  some  lone  cricket 
who  had  braved  the  October  evening’s  cool 
night  air.  Then,  KA-BOOM,  the  old  dirt  road 
would  finally  be  sufficiently  illuminated.  He 
laughed  again,  heartier  then  ever. 

He  turned  on  the  car  radio.  He  knew  he 
was  less  than  five  minutes  from  the  church, 
but  he  didn’t  know  the  exact  time  due  to 
his  aversion  to  clocks  and  time.  He  stared 
at  the  place  where  the  digital  clock  used  to 
be  and  something  tugged  at  his  mind.  Was 
he  late?  Surely  it  wasn’t  six  yet.  He’d  clock- 
ed this  trip  many,  many  times  before,  and 
was  always  within  a minute  of  his  desired 
time.  For  someone  who  never  used  a watch, 
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a minute  wasn’t  bad.  Hell,  it  was  near  per- 
fect. Surely  being  a minute  late  wouldn’t 
matter.  Again,  something  nagged  his  sub- 
conscious, but  he  shook  it  off.  You're  get- 
ting antsy  because  you  know  this  is  it. 

You’re  imaging  that  something  will  go  wrong 
and  you'll  be  discovered,  but  nothing  can  go 
wrong,  so  just  chill  out!  He  decided  he  was 
all  set.  Anyway,  the  old  dirt  road  was  just 
ahead.  He  could  see  the  Shawmut  Bank’s 
lighted  sign  on  the  comer.  The  DJ  on  the 
radio  confirmed  his  success  by  announcing 
that  it  was,  indeed,  5:59  p.m.  Less  than  a 
minute  to  go  and  less  than  a minute  away. 
He  began  to  relax. 

At  the  comer  he  saw  the  bank’s  digital 
sign  flash  a picture  of  Santa  reminding 
people  that  Christmas  Clubs  could  be  cash- 
ed in  soon.  He  turned  the  comer  as  the  sign 
flashed  the  temperature — it  was  52  degrees. 
In  the  rear  view  mirror  he  allowed  himself 
the  luxury  of  comparing  their  time  to  the 
DJ’s  and  it  too  said  5:59.  Or  did  it?  Was 
that  a five  or  a six?  He  looked  again  and 
saw  it  was  a six.  A cold  chill  ran  down  his 


spine  for  a second  as  he  saw  it  change  to 
7:00  p.m. , when  he  suddenly  realized  banks 
were  closed  on  Sundays  and  no  one  was 
there  to  change  the  clock  back.  You  spook 
yourself  again  like  that  and  you'll  stop  your 
ticker,  he  thought  as  he  drove  down  the  old, 
dark,  dirt  road,  less  than  a minute  from  the 
church.  At  least  that  girl  last  night  had  the 
sense  to  set  your... Ticker?... Tick... OH  MY 
GOD!  is  what  he  thought.  “Oh  shit!”  is  what 
he  said.  He  reached  into  the  Shaw’s  bag  to 
throw  out  the  box. 

“I  forgot  to  set  the  watch  back!”  he 
screamed  to  no  one.  He  slammed  on  the 
brakes  halfway  down  the  old  dirt  road  and 
the  car  fishtailed  to  a dust-cloudy  stop.  His 
fingers  found  the  box  and  wrapped  around 
it  while  he  used  his  other  hand  to  depress 
the  electric  window  button.  It  lowered  too 
slowly  for  his  comfort. 

“Shit,  Shiiit,  Shiiii...”  he  was  interrupted 
by  the  lone  chirp  of  an  electronic  cricket. 

And  for  the  first  time  in  many  years,  the 
old  dirt  road  was  sufficiently  illuminated  at 
last. 


Charlie  Finochiaro 


Cathy  Viera 
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Looking  for  the  Gray 


I have  found  no  resolve 
regarding  these  stars 
this  moon 
this  sun 

No  comfortable  medium 
between 

the  day  and  the  night 
the  black  and  the  white 
no  balance 
no  harmony 
no  completion 

I have  found  no  frame 

in  which  to 

try  my  philosophies 

Only  delibrium 
constant 
unceasing 
Delibrium 

never  an  answer 
never  a purpose 

I live  in  a contrast 
periodic  waves  of 
explosive  elation  and 
recluse  regression 

I am  not  a deliberate  person 
I have  not  a purpose  yet 

I have  searched  for  years 
but  my  undying  curious  compliance 
to  the  circumspect  yields 
my  progression  to  a resolve 

Almost  as  a beast 

A beast  the  breeds  and  cultivates  in  me 
I am  not  yet  sure  how  to  kill  it 
Nor,  if  it  should  be  at  all 

Rciquel  Burnham 
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Two  poems  by  Cindy  Clouse 


Accept  Me 


Accept  me  for  who  I am  because  all  that  I am  is  just  me. 

Do  not  push  me  away  or  turn  your  head  because  I am  not  like  you. 

For  who  is  to  say  that  we  are  not  made  equal  by  our  differences? 

If  my  way  of  dressing  is  different  from  yours. 

that  doesn’t  separate  us  from  being  real  people. 

If  my  beliefs  are  different  from  yours, 

that  makes  neither  of  us  wrong  for  believing. 

If  our  hair  is  worn  different  from  one  another, 
we  are  both  still  in  fashion. 

If  I prefer  a partner  of  the  same  gender  and  you  do  not, 
that  doesn’t  mean  I do  not  love  with  all  my  heart. 

If  my  skin  is  a different  shade  from  yours, 

we  both  remain  beautiful  creatures  in  comparison. 

With  all  the  variations  innumerable  between  us  we  are  yet  the  same. 

We  both  cry  briny  tears,  bleed  red  when  we  are  wounded, 
and  hurt  when  we  feel  loss  or  abhorrence. 

We  are  all  individuals  separated  by  our  differences,  and  made 
parallel  by  way  of  them. 

So  accept  me  for  who  I am.  Because  all  that  I am 

is  just  human. 


eenage 


City 


Look  back  over  your  shoulder 

Creeping,  sly  from  all  sides. 

Death  in  white  costumes  waiting 
on  every  comer. 

Rushing  in  packs  to  ambush  weaker  prey. 

Living  life  day  to  day,  watching,  waiting. 

Gold,  silver,  and  skin.  Lurking,  waiting, 
on  every  comer. 

Do  things  this  way  or  your  life  is  over. 

Go  with  the  majority  or  shrink  into  minority. 

Pressure,  conformity,  consequences,  waiting 
around  every  comer. 

Got  to  make  it  through  the  maze. 

Run  through  this  jungle,  clear  from  the  daze. 

Sprint,  flee,  survive.  Fight  your  way 
past  every  comer. 
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Amy  Comellier 
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The  Guest 


\^/^ords  echoed  through  her  mind  but 
she  heard  no  meaning.  They  were  simply 
sounds — harsh  and  grating.  They  seemed  to 
come  from  far  away  but  somehow  she  sen- 
sed that  this  was  not  so.  She  struggled  to 
comprehend  their  message  but  the  sounds 
joined  together,  fragmented,  and  reformed 
into  babble  before  she  could  catch  and  un- 
derstand them.  The  noise  grew  and  became 
too  much  to  bear,  yet  she  had  no  words  of 
her  own  to  speak  in  protest.  She  sank  back 
into  the  darkness  and  slept. 

Later — an  hour,  a week,  she  did  not 
know — she  awoke  and  opened  her  eyes  up- 
on the  grayness  of  an  alley.  She  at  once  saw 
and  smelled  the  mounds  of  trash  and  heard 
the  buzz  of  the  flies  searching  for  their 
morning  meal.  She  crept  to  a barrel  to  join 
them  in  their  search  but  could  find  nothing 
that  she  thought  her  stomach  would  keep. 

Pain  stabbed  at  her  head  in  brilliant 
flashes  of  red  and  yellow.  The  alley  seemed 
to  sway  beneath  her  unsteady  feet  yet  she 
fought  the  sensation  and  slowly,  painfully, 
made  her  way  out  to  the  street.  There  she 
was  faced  with  the  empty  doorways  of  long 
vacant  factory  buildings  that  rose  dark  and 
silent  above  her. 

The  damp,  cold  air  of  early  morning  sur- 
rounded her  and  she  began  to  shiver  in  her 
ragged,  blood-stained  coat.  The  fog  began  to 
lift  from  her  mind  and  she  knew  that  she 
must  get  help  right  away.  Her  frightened 
eyes  scanned  the  street  for  signs  of  life  but 
she  saw  only  the  hungry  rats  racing  for 
cover.  She  cried  out  for  help,  but  the  un- 
nerving echo  of  her  own  voice  was  her  only 
reply. 

Moving  more  quickly  now  she  made  her 
way  to  the  comer  and  turned  towards  the 
green  glow  of  a neon  light  hanging  askew 
on  the  front  of  a diner.  She  reached  the 
door  and  tried  to  enter,  but  the  knob  would 
not  turn  in  her  hand.  Frantically  she  looked 
through  the  grimy  window  and  saw  people 
inside — waitresses  busily  preparing  for  the 
long  day  about  to  begin.  A sense  of  relief 


washed  over  her  as  she  banged  on  the  dirt- 
smeared  glass.  The  people  inside  turned  to- 
ward the  noise,  stared  at  her  with  blank 
faces,  and  returned  to  their  work. 

Her  head  began  to  spin  and  she  felt  all 
strength  slip  from  her  body.  "Help,”  she 
voiced  softly  as  her  knees  gave  way  and  she 
crumbled  to  the  pavement.  “Please  help.” 

The  noise  again — voices — but  this  time 
they  had  substance,  meaning.  She  heard 
them  and  fought  to  respond. 

“Mother!”  she  heard.  “Mother,  can  you 
hear  me?” 

“Yes,”  she  replied  but  the  word  stayed  in 
her  mind,  unspoken.  She  struggled  harder, 
fought  the  darkness  and  opened  her  eyes. 

“Mother!  Oh  Mother,  are  you  all  right?” 
The  shrill  voice  hurt  her  ears.  She  tried 
again  to  answer  and  this  time  her  parched 
lips  moved. 

“Yes.” 

“Oh  Mother!  You  gave  us  such  a fright! 
Didn’t  she,  James?  Can  you  hear  me  now? 
Can  you  talk?” 

“Yes,”  was  again  her  feeble  response.  Her 
vision  began  to  focus  and  she  saw  the 
pinched  face  of  her  daughter,  Margaret,  fast 
approaching  middle-age,  and  the  pale, 
slightly  younger  face  of  James,  her  son.  Her 
eyes  moved  about  the  room  noting  its  famil- 
iarity— the  heavy,  green  draperies,  the  stur- 
dy oak  furniture  standing  firmly  on  the  pol- 
ished wood  floor.  The  room  spoke  of  com- 
fort, of  luxury,  and  she  was  instantly  re- 
lieved. “Thank  God,”  she  thought,  “I  am 
home.  I am  safe.  Perhaps  it  had  all  been  a 
horrible  nightmare.  Yes,  that’s  what  it  must 
have  been — just  a nightmare.” 

These  comforting  thoughts  were  inter- 
rupted by  a clattering  sound.  She  gazed 
through  the  bay  window  and  across  the 
large  front  lawn  seeking  its  source.  There  at 
the  curb,  barely  visible  through  the  morn- 
ing fog,  she  saw  a woman.  She  was  dres- 
sed in  tattered  clothing  and  had  rags  tied 
around  her  hands  to  protect  them  from  the 
chill. 
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Her  daughter  followed  her  gaze  and 
shrieked,  the  way  only  Margaret  was  ca- 
pable of  doing.  “Oh  Mother,  look,  it’s  one  of 
those  filthy  trash  pickers!  James!  James,  go 
out  at  once  and  run  her  off!” 

James,  always  obedient,  headed  toward 
the  door  but  was  stopped  by  the  soft  words 
of  his  mother. 

“James,  James,”  she  whispered,  “leave 
her  be.  Let  the  poor  woman  alone.  No,  go 
and  ask  her  in.  Invite  her  to  tea.”  She 
smiled  faintly  at  the  look  her  words  caused 
upon  the  face  of  her  daughter, 

“Mother!  Don’t  be  absurd!”  came  the  shrill 
reply.  “How  could  you  even  think  such  a 


horrid  thought?  Really  Mother,  I’m  calling 
the  doctor  right  now!  First  you  fall  and 
bang  your  head,  scaring  us  half  to  death  by 
the  way,  and  now  this!  Have  you  lost  your 
mind?” 

She  contemplated  the  question  briefly  and 
decided  that  perhaps  her  mind  had  never 
been  clearer — or  more  her  own.  “James,” 
she  said  in  a firmer  voice,  “do  as  I said, 
please,  now,  and  Margaret,  do  be  sure  to 
set  a place  for  our  guest.  I think  I shall 
have  a most  delightful  visit  with  her,  we 
have  so  many  things  to  talk  about.” 

Linda  Hopkins 


Kevin  Reid 
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byez  morya  * 


imagine  never  living  near  the  ocean  ever 
imagine  not  to  smell  to  breathe  to  taste  the  sea  salt  air 
not  to  wade  within  the  frigid  february  rolling  tide 
not  to  sit  upon  the  rocks  at  iye  in  spring  and  fall 
beneath  the  early  sun  alone 
with  book  and  music  at  one’s  side 
not  to  stop  beside  the  road 
and  look  upon  the  isle  of  shoals 
not  to  walk  upon  the  beach  in  early  june,  October 
before  the  people  come 
and  after  they  have  gone 
not  to  drive  the  shore  road 
up  to  ogunquit 

not  to  stroll  through  perkins  cove 
not  to  spend  the  sunlit  day 
upon  the  point  of  marginal  way 
not  to  own  those  quiet  hours  at  wallis  sands 
not  to  walk  among  the  tidepools  there  in  may 
not  to  love  the  rippled  beachfloor  and 
not  to  love  the  beachsand  summerhot  and  grey? 

imagine  not  to  walk  alone  upon  the  shore 
with  just  the  music  of  the  waves  for  company 
imagine  not  to  run  through  pounding  surf 
beneath  the  midnight  thunder  colored  sky 
not  to  watch  the  sea  turn  dark  and  volatile 
caught  up  within  the  icy  winter  gale 
captured  in  its  grip  relentless  wild? 
no 

i can  imagine  none  of  this 
none  of  this  at  all — for  me 
no 

this  would  be  the  knell  of  death 
no 

this  would  surely  take  my  breath 
no 

this  could  never  ever  be 
no 

i could  not  think  to  even  try 
to  live  without  the  sea 
nearby 


Marilyn  Wagner 

*russian — without  sea 
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Sky-Bl  ue  Ey  es 


Iv  ast  night  I was  hunting  in  my  desk  for 
some  stationery,  an  old  pad  I remembered 
having,  one  with  yellow  flowers  around  the 
edges.  I pulled  too  hard  on  a brass  drawer 
handle,  and  the  second  drawer  from  my 
desk  hit  the  hardwood  slats  with  a sharp 
clack.  Suddenly  my  life  was  spilled  across 
the  floor:  bundled  letters  with  foreign 
stamps,  yearbooks,  awards,  faded  post- 
cards, and  photographs.  Photographs.  One 
photograph  floats  to  the  surface  of  the  sea 
of  papers,  catching  my  eye.  A little  overex- 
posed, two  teenage  boys  smiling  at  the  cam- 
era, blazing  sunlight  on  their  tanned 
cheeks,  clumps  of  sand  in  their  wet  hair. 
Sliding  down  to  my  knees  in  the  drift  of  my 
past,  I pick  up  the  photo,  turning  it  over  in 
my  hands,  “Peter  and  Allen,  summer  ‘93,” 
inscribed  on  the  back  in  my  sloppy  blue 
bail-point. 

Turning  the  picture  up  again,  my  eyes  fo- 
cus on  the  boy  at  the  right:  Peter,  my  best 
friend  for  who  knows  how  long,  his  dirty 
blond  hair  just  long  enough  to  poke  into  his 
eyes,  a wide,  goofy  grin  accented  by  the 
spray  of  freckles  on  his  peeling,  sunburned 
nose.  Pale  lashes  and  eyebrows  glow  silver- 
white  against  his  tan  face.  His  hair  dangles 
across  his  eyes,  but  even  in  this  bad  photo  I 
can  see  them  clearly;  rich  blue  color  of  a 
summer  afternoon,  the  exact  clear,  cloud- 
less color  of  a kite  flying  sky,  a color  that 
tastes  like  fresh  cut  grass  and  children 
laughing.  I always  loved  Peter’s  eyes. 

I remember  Peter’s  eyes  on  Allen,  dancing 
as  they  followed  him,  walking  with  the  dark 
grace  of  a cat  across  a room  or  down  the 
beach  to  the  water.  Summer  '93:  this  photo 
was  taken  right  after  Peter  and  Allen  met, 
maybe  even  the  same  day.  I spent  a lot  of 
time  at  the  beach  that  summer,  so  I knew 
Allen  a little,  just  as  a private  school  kid 
who  was  at  a lot  of  the  same  beach  parties 
and  volleyball  games  I went  to.  One  after- 
noon, sun  rolling  in  sticky,  salty  liquid 
down  our  arms  and  faces,  I was  sitting  with 
Peter  on  the  sidelines  of  a volleyball  game. 
We  were  building  a sand  castle  when  he 
came  to  sit  beside  us.  Allen  had  a soft,  sexy 
voice  and  long  dark  curls  pulled  back  in 
loose  braids  from  his  face.  He  had  dark,  sad 


eyes  and  a quick  smile;  long  thin  fingers 
and  wrote  wild  poems.  Five  minutes  passed 
and  I got  up,  mumbling  some  excuse  about 
being  thirsty  and  wanting  to  talk  with  a 
friend  who  had  just  rotated  out  of  the  game. 
I don’t  think  they  even  heard  me. 

The  thrill  of  those  warm  summer  days 
with  the  two  of  them,  together  in  the  first 
rush  of  love.  It  seemed  endless,  long  eternal 
nights  when  we  would  walk  on  the  board- 
walk. They  would  tell  me  their  poems  and 
their  dreams.  We  would  listen  to  an  old 
man  playing  the  flute  while  standing  knee 
deep  in  warm  ocean  waves.  Gradually  I be- 
gan to  leave  them  alone  more  and  more,  let 
them  be  with  their  soft  kisses  and  deep 
thoughts  of  God  and  society  and  love,  while 
I went  back  to  the  parties  and  the  barbe- 
cues. They  came  to  some  of  the  parties;  we 
still  went  for  walks  on  the  beach,  but  as 
they  became  more  of  a couple,  I faded  into 
the  background. 

I didn't  mind  it.  Allen  was  wonderful,  ro- 
mantic and  wild.  Peter  was  happier  now 
with  him  than  he  had  been  in  the  five  years 
of  our  friendship.  And  sometimes  I was  a 
little  jealous  that  someone  else  should  be  so 
close  to  my  best  friend.  Peter  was  always 
there  by  me,  and  we  stayed  close  even  if  we 
weren’t  together  every  day.  I guess  that’s 
pretty  normal,  to  see  your  friends  less  as 
one  by  one  they  fall  in  love.  And  when  sud- 
denly I missed  being  woken  up  at  three  a.m. 
by  a rock  at  my  window  and  Peter  standing 
below  it,  I had  only  to  look  at  Peter’s  sky- 
blue  eyes,  glowing  like  the  sun  lived  in 
them,  as  he  sat  quietly  watching  Allen 
walking  down  to  the  water.  His  whole  face 
appeared  easy  and  at  peace  like  a six  year 
old  boy’s. 

Summer  ended,  and  the  glow  in  Peter’s 
eyes  changed.  It  scared  me  sometimes  to 
see  that  weird  gleam;  a cast  of  green  like 
the  green-filter  sunglasses  in  th eWizard  of 
Oz  that  made  even  the  sky  shine  like  em- 
eralds— but  none  of  it  was  real.  That  crazy 
shine  frightened  me,  but  I let  it  go.  After 
school  resumed,  I saw  Peter  in  math  class, 
in  gym,  and  at  lunch.  We  grew  close  again, 
even  closer  it  sometimes  seemed  than  be- 
fore he’d  met  Allen.  We  were  seniors  back 
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with  our  old  crowd  and  secure  in  our  hang- 
outs, our  habits,  our  gossip.  And  of  course, 
always,  there  was  Allen.  Peter  would  come 
to  school  on  Mondays  and  pass  the  tedium 
of  gym  by  telling  me  wild,  exciting  stories 
about  what  they’d  done  all  weekend — even 
if  all  they  had  done  was  bake  cookies  or  go 
to  a movie.  It  was  like  the  adventure  of  a 
lifetime. 

I didn’t  see  them  much  that  fall;  occa- 
sional parties  or  shows  that  everybody  went 
to,  but  hardly  ever  the  three  of  us  hanging 
out  as  we  had  done  so  often  before  it  grew 
cold.  Allen,  back  at  school,  moved  with  a 
really  different  crowd,  the  kind  of  elite  intel- 
lectuals who  spend  years  at  coffeehouses 
solving  the  world’s  problems  over  hot  cups 
of  coffee  and  then  go  back  home  to  tiny  gar- 
ret rooms  where  they  immortalize  them  as 
works  of  art.  Peter  got  more  and  more  into 
their  “scene,”  as  he  called  it,  and  as  the 
winter  wore  on  he  laughed  less  and  less. 
More  and  more  of  his  stories  were  cut  off 
sharply  when  he  looked  at  me,  although  I 
hadn’t  spoken,  and  snapped,  “Oh,  you  just 
wouldn’t  understand.”  Even  so,  I didn’t  see 
it  coming;  never  noticed  the  occasional 
cloud  in  Peter’s  eyes  when  he  spoke  of  Al- 
len, nor  the  slight  overcast  on  their  summer 
love  story.  I didn’t  notice  how  tired  he  look- 
ed or  how  thin.  He  faded  so  quietly,  I never 
realized  that  he  had  stopped  waiting  by  my 
locker.  I remember,  once,  I wondered  why 
we  never  went  to  class  together  anymore. 

Then  one  day  Peter  came  to  me,  his  eyes 
gray,  cracked  and  broken,  like  the  dirty, 
blind  windows  watching  out  over  the  high- 
way. I wrapped  him  in  my  arms,  felt  sud- 
denly that  his  shoulders  were  thin  and  frag- 
ile, like  a paper  doll  that  might  tear  apart  in 
my  grasp.  “Allen,”  he  began,  sobbing,  his 
voice  sounding  like  a broken  violin  string.  I 
hushed  him  before  he  would  have  gone  on. 

I held  him  for  a long  time,  lying  in  the 
foyer  by  my  door,  stroking  his  tangled, 
blond  hair  while  he  curled  shaking,  sobbing 
in  my  arms,  his  tears  gradually  slowing  un- 
til at  last  he  slept  close  on  my  breast.  Even 
then  I sat  a long  time  holding  him,  loving 
him,  wishing  I could  take  his  pain  away.  I 
would  have  done  anything  for  that,  to  make 


it  all  O.K.  for  him  again;  but  I could  do 
nothing  but  sit  by  and  watch,  and  be  his 
friend. 

My  mother,  standing  in  the  kitchen  stir- 
ring spaghetti  in  a big  pot,  once  told  me 
that  teenagers  are  too  young  to  fall  in  love, 
that  we  are  too  immature  to  feel  the  real  in- 
tensity, the  integrity  of  true  love  or  true 
pain,  and  that  our  emotions  are  something 
akin  to  high  drama.  For  a long  time  I 
thought  she  might  be  right,  but  when  I 
looked  at  Peter’s  red,  tear-stained  cheeks 
that  afternoon,  and  into  his  broken,  blue- 
gray  eyes  when  he  kissed  me  good-bye,  I 
knew  that  she  was  wrong — about  Peter  any- 
way. 

Peter  left  six  weeks  ago;  he  said  he  was 
going  to  travel,  try  to  find  his  soul  and  heal 
his  broken  eyes.  Before  he  left,  he  showed 
me  the  purple-blue  gashes  of  track  lines 
and  his  arm,  and  whispered  to  me  all  the 
pain  and  destruction  of  that  needle,  tearing 
once  through  his  flesh,  into  his  vein,  pump- 
ing poison  into  his  heart.  Then,  he  got  into 
his  van  and  took  a left  turn  down  my  street 
towards  the  interstate.  I stood  barefoot,  cry- 
ing, in  my  driveway  watching  him  go,  then 
said  a prayer  for  him  to  a god  I don’t  believe 
in  and  went  inside  to  dinner.  I’ve  had  two 
postcards  since  then;  one  from  Chicago 
with  a cigarette  hole  in  the  top  left  comer 
and  a sad  poem  written  on  the  back,  and 
another  from  Minneapolis,  where  he  said  he 
had  a terrific  lunch  and  that  he  loves  me 
very  much. 

I saw  Allen  the  other  day,  pale  and  weak 
from  the  overdose  that  broke  Peter’s  heart 
and  sent  him  wheeling  to  Minneapolis  and 
sad  poetry  in  cafes.  Allen  looked  bone-thin 
as  death  and  vampire-white  under  his 
shaggy  dark  hair.  I was  at  the  grocery  store 
picking  up  some  odds  and  ends  for  my 
mom;  we  were  standing  together  in  the 
checkout  line.  He  wore  a thin,  white  shirt;  I 
could  see  the  dark  blue  lines  of  bruises  on 
his  veins.  He  saw  my  glance  and  smiled,  a 
smile  grown  even  sadder,  and  now  scuffed 
cloudy  with  regret.  He  asked  me  about  Pe- 
ter; his  voice  was  a powdery  whisper.  He 
must  have  been  very  sick,  I thought,  and 
realized  he  did  not  know  Peter  had  left; 
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hadn’t  had  any  postcards  with  cigarette 
holes  or  grainy  photos  of  Minneapolis  and 
maybe  didn’t  realize  how  he  had  betrayed 
Peter. 

I didn’t  tell  him,  only  said  that  Peter  was 
fine,  but  had  gone  away  for  awhile.  I think 
he  misunderstood  and  thought  I meant  he 
was  in  a hospital  somewhere.  I didn’t  really 
care.  Suddenly  I desperately  wanted  to 
leave,  wanted  to  pay  for  my  groceries  and 
go  home,  away  from  Allen  with  his  track 
lines  and  sorrowful  whisper  and  his  ruined 
life.  Go  home  away  from  thoughts  of  Peter 
sleeping,  cold  and  alone  in  a hotel  room.  I 
had  offered  to  go  with  him. 

“You’re  going  to  quit  school?” 

“Only  for  a while,  I just  need  to  find  my- 
self, that’s  all.” 

“It’s  November  now.  You’ll  have  to  repeat 
the  year.  Are  you  sure  about  this?” 

“I  need  to  do  it,  you  have  to  understand; 
I’m  lost  now.  I was  so  wrapped  up  in  Allen 
and  this  great  and  wild  romance.  Then  I 
saw  him  lying  there  all  pale  and  gasping, 
and  I thought,  no  I was  sure,  he  was  dying 
or  going  to  die  right  then  and  there,  and  I 


saw  the  needle,  and  that  little  scab  of  clot- 
ted blood  on  his  arm.  Listen,  I still  love  him. 
You’ll  tell  him  that,  won’t  you,  and  that  I'll 
come  back  to  him  soon,  but  not  right  now.  I 
just  have  to  go  away.  I really  need  to  do 
this...” 

“Of  course,  of  course,”  I tried  to  soothe 
him.  “I’ll  go  with  you,  if  you  want.”  It  was  a 
naked  offer  of  sacrifice,  to  throw  everything 
aside  for  him  and  for  our  friendship.  But 
no,  he  told  me  then  that  he  needed  to  do  it 
alone,  that  it  was  like  his  vision  quest,  his 
rite  of  passage  into  manhood.  So  I let  him 
go,  and  I read  those  postcards  so  many 
times  that  the  paper  grew  soft  and  fuzzy.  I 
memorized  the  words  to  his  poem. 

But  I’d  forgotten  about  this  picture,  lost 
in  the  sea  of  rejects  that  never  made  it  into 
an  album,  a chance  snapshot  of  the  two  of 
them  fresh  and  innocent.  A few  salty  tears 
strike  the  photo,  forever  blurring  the  glossy 
finish,  and  with  a sudden  sharp  movement 
the  surprises  me  a little,  I push  it  back 
down  into  the  pile,  stand  up  straight  and 
walk  quickly  down  the  hall  to  borrow  some 
stationery  from  my  sister. 


Sierra  Frank 
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Two  poems  by  Pamela  A.  Cox 


Soul  Hunters 


The  pain  becomes  unbearable  at  times. 

Becoming  who  I was  meant  to  be  has  found  me  quite  alone  in  the  world. 

Although,  in  retrospect,  I think  I always  was. 

Pain. 

I’ve  been  betrayed  again.  Or  have  I allowed  it  again? 

Attracted  it? 

Am  I perhaps  the  magnet  in  which  all  people  think  it’s  their 
right  to  take  advantage  of? 

The  soul  that’s  honest  and  true,  like  a target  for  their  own 
shortcomings? 

Bright,  red  bull’s-eye  for  all  to  take  shots  at? 

It  hurts  when  they  land  dead  center.  Probably  because 

my  center  isn’t  dead  anymore.  But  quite  defenseless  now 
that  barricades  are  gone.  Out  in  the  open  and  exposed. 

I don’t  want  to  hide  my  soul  again.  It’s  becoming  comfortable. 

I hope  it  doesn’t  take  flight  on  its  own  in  fear.  I’d  truly 
be  alone  then. 

So,  now  do  I change  me  to  accommodate  the  Soul  Hunters? 

In  their  bright  orange  caps,  do  I hide  my  sad,  scarred  soul  from? 

Or  put  on  my  camouflage  and  hope  it’s  safe  under  the  guise 
of  blending  in  with  all  the  others,  no  longer  unique 
except  when  I'm  alone 
because  it’s  always  safe  alone?? 


Oddly  enough — 

I kept  hearing  the  baby’s  cry 
pierce  through  the  stillness 
of  the  night. 

After  futilely  searching  to  my  left 
and  searching  to  my  right — 
upon  coming  back  to  the  center, 
the  very  spot  where  my  feet 
were  just  standing — 

I found  the  baby’s  cry  to  be 
coming  from  my  own  throat. 
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Two  poems  by  Lyn  Thomas 


Nigger  Child 

On  A One  Way  Journey 

What’s  your  point? 

I wear  your  curse 
as  a badge  of  honor,  of 
all  the  things 

I am 

and  am  not 

The  manchild  gathers  his  belongings 
ready  to  leave  the  land  of  his  birth 
where  oppression  is  his  father 

His  journey  to  the  promised  land 
where  freedom  and  choice  abound 

Your  hateful  words 
connect  me  to  a stolen  tribe 
that  had  built  this  land 
hundreds  of  years  ago 

a land  of  milk  and  honey 

from  the  breast  of  mother  earth  herself 

A place  the  manchild’s  back  can  straighten 
with  the  oak,  to  withstand  the  winds 
of  hate  and  fear 

Nigger 

me 

With  branches  stretched  upward 
he  can  breath 

At  last  be  a man 

I will  not  be  hurt, 
you  can  no  longer 
beat  me  down 
with 

that  word — 
it  is  me 
slave,  inventor 
soldier,  teacher 

Niggers 

All 

no  longer  called  boy  by  any  other 

As  the  manchild  walked  he  began  to  see 
walls,  a guard  protecting  the  door  of  the  land 
No  words  came  to  mind 
the  guard  stepped  up  to  him 

What  do  you  want, 

BOY 

He  was  unwanted 
not  bom  of  that  land, 

If  that  is  the  group 
in  which  you  have 
cast  me 

I say 

I will  own 
your  foul  curse, 
step  on  it 
to  raise  me 
higher 

nor  of  the  preferred  complexion 

All  the  hope  he  possessed 
left  his  body 

He  stayed  and  died 

at  the  gate  to  the  promised  land 

He  would  remain  a man 
called  a child 
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Marsha  Carroll 
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The  Old  Magic  Worn  an 


aaral  awoke  with  a start.  She  had  fallen 
asleep  in  front  of  the  fire  which  was  now 
only  a glowing  bed  of  embers.  She  brushed 
her  hand  across  her  wrinkled  forehead, 
pushing  away  snow  white  strands  of  hair 
that  had  escaped  the  confines  of  her  faded 
black  headdress. 

“I  really  must  go  before  nightfall  and 
speak  to  Pheena  about  sending  that  young- 
ling of  hers  to  me.  She  must  begin  her 
training.” 

She  heaved  her  large  body  up  from  the 
high-backed  wooden  bench.  Crumbs  of 
sweet  berry  cake  fell  from  the  wrinkled 
front  of  her  apron  to  the  floor.  A fat  chipchi 
scurried  out  from  under  a nearby  table  to 
gobble  them  up  almost  before  they  landed 
on  the  wide  boards  at  the  old  Magic  Wom- 
an’s feet. 

“Tikkta,  you  naughty  girl,  where  have  you 
been  all  afternoon?”  Saaral  peered  short- 
sightedly down  at  her  little  friend,  "We  must 
tidy  up  the  hearth  this  night  for  I am  going 
to  summon  Poola  to  begin  her  lessons  to- 
morrow. It  would  not  do  to  have  the  future 
Mother  Sage  study  what  small  magic  I can 
teach  her  at  a hearth  that  is  such  a clutter 
as  this." 

The  little  creature  looked  up  at  her  mis- 
tress with  bright  shiny  eyes  and  then  cata- 
pulted herself  up  off  the  floor  to  land  on  the 
warm  cushioned  bench  the  old  woman  had 
just  vacated.  She  chirriped,  arched  her 
back  in  a languorous  stretch,  and  then 
walked  around  in  a circle  sniffing  and  prod- 
ding the  cushion  until  she  found  some  spe- 
cial but  invisible  spot  that  suited  her.  She 
flopped  down  with  a contented  sigh. 

“Oh,  is  that  the  story  now?  You  are  too 
weaiy  to  help  me.  Were  you  out  gathering 
nuts  for  the  snow  season,  or  was  it  to  the 
council  house  to  tease  Miarra  into  feeding 
you  yet  another  time?”  She  reached  out  her 
gnarled  hand  to  scratch  the  chipchi  behind 
her  ears,  “You  are  much  too  fat,  my  little 
friend.  You  have  the  whole  village  at  your 
mercy.  Even  the  warriors  think  it  is  lucky  to 
befriend  the  Magic  Woman’s  pet.”  She 
shook  her  finger  at  him  in  mock  anger. 
“Shame  on  you!” 


Tikkta  chirruped  softly  and  regarded  her 
mistress  with  bright  eyes  that  showed  not 
the  slightest  contrition  for  her  mischievous 
behavior.  She  got  up  and  stretched,  circled 
the  cushion  yet  again,  and  then  decided  not 
to  lay  back  down  but  to  explore  the  floor  for 
more  crumbs. 

“You  must  not  teach  Poola’s  Yeffti  your 
naughty  tricks  while  they  are  here.  One 
beggar  in  the  village  is  sufficient.” 

Saaral  moved  towards  the  lagwood  cup- 
board that  took  up  the  entire  wall  opposite 
her  bench.  The  brightly  painted  doors 
creaked  as  she  tugged  them  open. 

“I  must  find  the  book  that  Old  Friata  gave 
me  when  I first  began  my  training.  She  too, 
was  only  a magic  woman,  but  she  told  me 
that  this  scroll  had  once  belonged  to  the 
Mother  Sage  from  her  Grandsire’s  time.  To 
think,  Tikkta,  I am  to  begin  the  training  of 
one  who  is  destined  to  be  of  the  mountain. 
She  is  to  learn  my  small  magic  before  she 
goes  to  Gaalfa.” 

She  rummaged  through  the  contents  of 
the  lowest  shelf,  bending  almost  double. 

Her  breath  came  out  in  labored  puffs  as  she 
stretched  to  reach  into  the  dark  recesses  in 
the  back  of  the  cupboard.  Her  headdress 
was  knocked  askew  and  several  small 
pouches,  and  a bunch  of  small  tan  twigs 
tied  together  with  a leather  thong,  slid  to- 
wards the  floor.  They  landed  on  her  right 
foot,  startling  her.  As  she  straightened  up 
in  surprise  she  pulled  a small  brown  scroll 
out  of  the  cupboard  along  with  a wrinkled 
piece  of  somewhat  dusty  purple  cloth.  She 
looked  down  at  the  book  in  her  hand  in 
mild  surprise. 

“Oh, here  it  is,”  she  blew  the  dust  off  it 
and  tossed  the  crumpled  cloth  onto  the 
table  as  she  turned  towards  the  doorway. 
“It’s  about  time  we  found  each  other  after 
all  these  years... Now  who  is  this?" 

The  sound  of  running  feet  on  the  pathway 
outside  was  suddenly  followed  by  a re- 
sounding crash  as  a youngling  girl  uncere- 
moniously threw  open  the  door. 

“Saaral,  Saaral  have  you  heard?  We  must 
make  ready... the  Vortans  are  coming  to  kill 
us  all!”  The  youngling’s  long  blonde  braids 


26 


were  still  swaying  in  her  excitement.  “Poola 
told  us  all  about  it... they  are  coming... 
Klakta  is  coming. . .what  shall  we  do?” 

“Calm  yourself,  Folaara.  Slow  down  and 
tell  me  what  has  happened.  A Magic  Wom- 
an, even  an  apprentice,  must  not  let  her 
imagination  run  away  with  her.  Start  at  the 
beginning.  What  is  this  about  Poola?” 

The  youngling  threw  herself  down  on  the 
bench  and  gulped  for  air. 

“I  was  coming  back  from  taking  your  po- 
tion for  the  itch  to  the  twins  and  met  Poola 
on  the  pathway.  She  said  that,  as  I was  re- 
turning, I must  bring  the  warning  to  you. 
She  said  that  I would  save  her  many  steps 
if  I could  remember  the  message.  She  said 
that  I must  remember  it  exactly  because  it 
was  a special  one  just  for  you.”  Folaara’s 
eyes  were  bright  and  her  cheeks  wore  an 
unaccustomed  flush  of  excitement  and 
pride.  “She  said  she  knew  she  could  trust 
me  to  do  it  for  her.” 

“And  do  you  remember  the  words  of  the 
message,  just  as  she  spoke  them?”  Saaral 
cocked  her  head  to  one  side  and  looked  ex- 
pectantly at  her  apprentice. 

“Oh  yes,  Mistress,  each  and  every  word.” 

“Well?”  The  old  woman  prompted  gently. 

The  flush  on  the  apprentice’s  face  deep- 
ened. She  dropped  her  eyes  and  giggled. 

“I  am  sorry,  I forgot  myself  for  a moment. 
It  is  only  a short  message  and  its  meaning 


eludes  me  but,  no  matter,  I will  give  it  to 
you.” 

“Yes...,”  Saaral  could  barely  control  the 
urge  to  shake  the  words  out  of  the  young- 
ling. 

“You  must  make  a large  kettle  of  sleeping 
water,  color  it  and  flavor  it  with  one  of  the 
sweetroots,  and  put  it  into  old  drinking 
skins.  Then  take  it  to  the  cooling  hut  on  the 
river.  Put  the  sleeping  water  skins  in  with  a 
few  of  the  regular  ones  already  there.  Bring 
the  rest  of  the  good  ones  back  to  the  vil- 
lage and  put  them  in  the  cave  under  your 
hearth.”  Folaara  looked  puzzled,  “What  cave 
is  she  speaking  of,  Mistress?  You  never  told 
me  there  was  a cave  under  this  hearth.  Is  it 
really  there?”  She  peered  at  the  stones 
closely. 

“Yes,  it  is  there.  I have  not  used  it  in  more 
cycles  of  the  moons  than  I can  even  remem- 
ber, but  it  is  most  assuredly  there.  But  for 
now  we  must  make  ready  for  the  Vortons. 
Poola’s  words  are  an  echo  of  Gaalfa’s  mind. 
It  is  a good  plan,  and  we  must  set  it  into 
motion  without  delay.” 

Suddenly  the  old  woman  seemed  younger 
and  stronger  than  she  had  just  moments 
before.  Her  voice  had  taken  on  a clear,  bell- 
like tone  and  she  seemed  to  grow  in  stature 
as  she  spoke. 

‘Take  a basket  and  gather  all  the  sweet- 
root  you  can  find  in  the  drying  loft  and 
bring  to  to  me  quickly.”  She  turned  back  to 
the  cupboard  and  reached  unhesitatingly 
for  a small  blue  jar  on  the  top  shelf.  “I  will 
begin  here.  Then  you  must  go  around  to 
each  house  and  get  all  the  drinking  skins 
that  can  be  spared.” 

The  youngling  tossed  back  her  thick 
braids  and  snatched  a large  basket  from 
beside  the  hearth,  Soon  the  only  sound  in 
the  room  was  the  pounding  of  her  feet  as 
she  ran  up  the  stairs  and  the  scraping  of 
the  large  black  kettle  on  the  hearthstones 
as  Saaral  dragged  it  towards  the  fire. 

Linda  Herrera 

from  "Three  Moons  of  Kolta" 


Kristine  Picard 


Mui  Van 
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I do  not  fail  like  a 

miscreant  child 

or  like  a car  that  won’t  start. 

I fail  like  an  old  woman’s  heart 

and  you  pump  on  me  to  force  me  to  go 
but  I grow  thin,  and  you  can  only  restart  me 
from  nothing  so  many  times. 

I pounded  along 

when  she  was  young  and  in  love 
I was  misused  but  held  my  pace 
I pounded  along 

while  she  grew  barren  and  unhappy 
My  dark  interior  life  sheltered  from  life 
and  droning  like  tires  on  the  highway 
I pounded  along 

these  last  few  years  with  no  reality,  no  meaning, 
just  a long,  wakeful  night. 

I pounded  along 
I did  my  job. 

Let  me  go. 

Joe  Montibello 

Dep  ression 


Tonight  it’s  raining, 

And  not  iust  outside 
but... 

inside, 
deep  down 
in  the  middle  of  my 

soul,  or  my  gut,  or  my  heart 
I’m  not  sure  of  the  anatomy 
But  the  rain  is  there. 

Tears  imploding 
into  the  vacuum... 

Another 

night 

alone. 


Linda  Herrera 
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Two  poems  by  Frank  Farnliam 


one  small  candle 

Where  one  small  candle  glows 
fear  sounds  retreat 
But  where  carrion  feeds  the  crow 
angels  guard  the  lambs  asleep. 

One  small  candle  raised  in  faith 
is  greater  than  all  darks  thunder 
to  sail  above  the  salted  waste 
in  cherubs  song  of  wonder. 

An  empty  pittance,  times 
but  a wage  of  pomp  and  pride 
whose  halting  step  and  brittle  spine 
robs  the  captain  of  his  tide. 

Tin  ears  hear  no  clink 

and  dim  sight  fails  to  see 

the  lyre  that  sings  while  gold  sinks 

when  wings  are  sown  on  dreams. 

Then  shall  he,  with  open  arms 
enter  heavens  gate 
to  praise  god,  his  book  of  psalms 
and  his  lambs,  come  home  to  graze. 

When  men  no  longer  barter  gold 
but  share  their  wealth  with  all 
then  avarice  shall  lose  its  hold 
on  spirits  strong  resolve. 


a not  so  clean  sweep 

winter  cariys  to  the  sea 
a harvest  of  bitter  memorys 
the  refuse  of  broken  commitment 
the  bones  of  shattered  dreams 
the  river  without  pain  of  her  own 
sweeps  ice  and  snow 
heartache  and  tears 

shed  in  a thousand  nights  of  ragged  sleep 

overflows  her  banks  of  greed 

in  search  of  lamb  and  beast 

her  thirst  satisfied  recedes 

in  the  wake  of  a sunless  lake 

stalks  the  ghost  of  winters  rage 

whose  soul  drowned  in  empty 

ideals  sealed  in  a watery  grave 
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Sharon  Billings 
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Poem  for  the  Dancer 


You  open  your  spider  legs 
and  leap  around  the  Great  Stage 
like  a butter  flutter  fly 
scoping  out  the  scene. 

Dance,  oh  graceful  child, 
on  the  walls  i have  erected... 
and  you  never  quite 
reach  me. 

Swim,  oh  slippery  one 
in  the  layers  i have  gathered... 
and  you  never  quite  knew 
how  to  touch  me. 

Skate  among  me  now, 
you  nonbelieving  slice, 
you  knife,  butter 
up  the  pan. 


Avoid  me  forever,  oh  oiled 
structure  of  flesh, 
oh  icey  liquid  of  soft 
crime. 

You  open  your  spider  arms 
and  feel  your  way  around 
like  a leaf  or 
anonymous  feather. 

Yes  dance,  dance 
around  me  now 
as  i Indian  sit 
in  the  dark. 

Angelique  Pinet 


Susan  Kneeland 
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